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And, turning swiftly, she went down
the slope, away from him, leaving him
as sho had done once before with his
head whirling under the spell of her
beauty and her daring. But this time
gho had left far more, for within him
there surged nnd rioted emotions that
defled coutrol—joy and triumph and
savage desire to even scorcd with the
man who had so cruelly pressed him,
relief at the prospect of saving S0 cas-
ily his East Belt and his future; and,
bursting through the rest, the tugle
of her words, the amazed comprehen-
sion of them.

The days that followed were hurd
ones for the young owner of the Dil-
lingworth., He did not see that he had
taken the silent little girl of the hills,
and that the domiyant, clever womin
of the world had taken him. Yet suech
were the facts in the vague, half-
formed shape that affairs had as-
sumed.

With a splendid wet Miss Orilway
kopt away from him, presenting at
guch times as they chanced fo meet
4 gsoerane poise that wus ns charming
a3 her abandon had been that night
by the rollway. On the other hand,
8iletz watehed him with troubled eyes
Thore was that in features and volee
that frightened her, as a loving woman
is ever frightencd when trouble rides
the shoulder of the heloved.

Therefore one night soon after San-
dry'a talk with Misa Ordway, Siletz
followed him as he went to the office
after supper. It was a black night,
und Sandry was not gware of her pres-
ence yntil o touch fell on hid shoul
dor, almost as light and soft as that
of the migt upon his«face.

“Sandry,’” suid Siletz.

He turned swifily and all the vex-
atiouy ache of his heart geemed to cul-
minate suddenly In a desire to tuke
her in his arms.

“Yes?" he gald, yielling to the in-
fluence of the misty darkness and the
nearncss of this girl who typified the
wild so alluringly, “the Night Wind
breathes upon my heart.  Why is it,
Little S'letz?"

“Why—why," stammered Siletz, "l
hardly know. Yet—there is some-
thing."

She fell silent a moment, standing
beside him,

“rhe winds of God are heavy on my
soul, Sandry,” she said at last, ear
nestly, “and they tell me that you
are aad, Whal can | do—ob, what can
1 do to help?’

There was in her voice the simple
ery of & sympathy so intense that it
was anguish, and Sandry's lps tight
ened in the darkness,

For a heady moment he coulid geuren
resist the bidding of the lawless thrill
that she was ever capabile of sending
through him, to take her into his arms
as he had done that day when she
bhehald the gea. But a tardy thought
of Miss Ordway shut his hands upon
themeelves and steadied his voiee

He put his hands upon her shoul
ders and turned her round.

“Go back to Ma Dally, child,” he

eald, but Wiz volce had fallen (o A
whisper, & whispor that was o caress

laden as heavily with wistful sadness @

as & whisper might be, “and don't fret
1 am all right.”

Without a word, obediont to him as
the primal woman ever ls Lo
Siletz went away in the nlght toward
the cook-shack.

As sghe passed up the path she al |

most brushed the garments of Poppy
Ordway, standing in rigld ‘silence, her
hands shut in the folds of her gown,
her rose lips ashen, her eyes strained
widoe,

“Fool! Fool! Fool!l" the woman
was thinking In a rage of pass.on
“Why didn't 1 sugpect? She is some
thing to him—she has her charm.
There Is danger In her to me—aoh,
Sandry, you stupld, simple heart!”
For Poppy Ordway had heard the ca
ress of that lowered voice, The new
passion in her took fright. and a furl
ous, choking rage sent the blood hot
nnon her heart.

The next morning he found upon his
window-ledge a handful of fern and a
spray of tiny, yellow, waxlike flowers
that wera beginning to show where
the lttlo streams tore down the moun-
tains, lining their rocky beds. He
took them in and put them away In o
drawer among his papers, silent voice
of a sympathy that was as delicate as
it was strong.

That morning when Poppy Ordway
encountered Siletz the bright smile
she gave her coversd a sudden hatred
that had sprung, full grown, from a
man's low whisper; and the bad times
that followed for the girl had their
inception then,

CHAPTER XVI.
The Big Raft
On the fourteenth of March the
wheezy tug pulled the great, brown
cigar-shaped monster that meant so
much to Sandry and the fortunes of
the Dillingworth from its moorings
out to the narrow, deep neck of the
bay that would take it to the sea.
Sandry for the first time in his life
folt ihe slow, sliding motion as the
great oval floor responded to the
screeching tug and the ebb tide,

_On bourd with Sandry were, Daily ~ewered, some far, some near, and pres falis.”.
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and eight Tndlans, a1 afmed @nd wall-
ing for auvthing that might develop.
But Hampden had no notion of meet-
ing John Dally In his present mood
gnd it seemed as if all was to go
smoothly. As the ralt drew majes-
tieally abreast of the miil at Toledo |
the Yellow Plnes owner was congpicu-
ous on the dook, though he did not ap-
pear to see anything beyond the pile
of raw, bright lumber he was marking.
His forid fare wore a sardonie grin.

“Wait till yer damned little gasoline
hobtail getg down to th' water!™ he
siuil under hig breath, “jest waii!"

And Jugt ne the raft swung slowly
fnto the stralght eanallike mouth of
the bay, whieh it almost (lled, the
Mitle tug faltered, coughed, sent up
o protesting flutter and was dead as
death, |

The Portlund sealer wns running it,
und he spent two blusphemous Hours
alternately working nt the engive and
ghouting to the men on the raft.

“It's @ mighty good thing we got her
headed out before this happened,” said
Daily, “or we'l never agot her turnad
sirnight in Qod’s world, I bet Hamp-
den's done somethin' 1o th' g, She
hain’t never gone dead before

As the strong outrunning tide drew
thom along the little town receded,
the low bhanks gave way to the trees,
and the hills rose sharply about them,
ending, a9 the waterway ecut through
the ridges.

Santdry saw what an ideal holding
the Dilllpgworth was, with its un-
bounded revenue of forest, its deep
natural harbor, its strong tide suction

FIVy Meures TIE TeRFTIMY TRG e |
muoonlight from the matted ferns, gath-
ering nbout the foreman.

Here one dragged an injured ankle.
another stanched the blood from a
ragged genlp with his hands, and there
one wavered drunkenly from the [zl
he Had got. but all eight accounted for
themselves,

“Hoys,” said Daily tensely, “all who

' can swim get into the water quick!

Sandry was standin’ alone at her nose
It's a hundred to one he's done for!"

No one asked & question. the Indiang
arcepting with their pathetie futalism
thig dispster which would have set the
tongnes of white men fiying.

Silently the five who were unharmed
except for bruises slipped into the
heavily running tidewater and disap-
peared amid the fotsam and jetsam of
the long bay which traveled always
aimlessly bhack and forth.

The groaning of the ralt grew in vol-
ume for a few minutes, then sobsided
a8 it locked and settled. Daily on the
shore began threshing the ferns, Alling
the night with his stentorian volce as
he ealled upon Sandry's name. From
timie to time he listened. Then he
lghted a torel nnd widened hig circle, |
peering into every covert of fern, be |
hind every log, and even searching the
branches of the trecs. He had seen
the pines hear ghastly frult a thme or
two when o blast of giant powder had
FOne Wrong

After a long time he siraightened
anid his muddy face was hlanched,

“Done for!” he said aloud to the
duak of (he forest, bitterly. “Down an’
done for—an’ him so damned good for
an Easterner.”

Rut even as he spoke a cry sounded
from thoe water far ghead—another an-
gwered, another and another, as the
Siletz drew in to each other some- |
where out in the dim moonwash, and |
he knew they had found him,

So they had—a Ump body lving bent |
banek across a floating log, the pearl
buttons on ita breast ehining and its

for the rafts,
The sealer loosel his useleas cable, ‘

worked the drifting tug to the side

with @ couple of heavy paddles, finally
edged her clear, lassped a passing
snag and let the raft go by.

“Tell them ' be up by train to-
morrow,” he called, “and Pl send
someone down for the tug with a
dray.”

“John” sald Sandry, "IUs a wonder
Hampden didn't do something surer (o
hinder us-Jum the bay with logs or
tie us up gome way."”'

“Might, only Uve had John Tecter
pole an' Klamath Sam walkin® th'
ghores fer five days—an® they're the
two worst Siwashes on th' reservation,

Hamplen knows they're workin® fer
S'iotz. an’ that when 1 sald shool or
cut they'd shoot or cut—ef it ook four
years an’ a durk night to do it”

Thut first day drifted by very swift-
Iy, soft nud eunny between showers,
aud by four o’clock the ebbof the tide,
erown slower and slower, had ceasod
altogether.  Dadly and the rest tied up
the rafl. head and tail on both sides,
nsing hieavy steel ropes and chains, to

which they gave plenty of slud@  They |

cooked supper ashore  and Sandry
thought he had never tasted batter
"fare, Afterword they lay about the
fire all together, smoking, and only
the sllence of the Siletz marked the
line of eolor. Triumph filled the hoeart
L of the young financier and his last
drowsy thoughts were of the steamoer
that wis even now plowing down from
| Portlamd to meet them, the huge chack
that would follow his dellvery of the
joga—how he would lift a certain
mortgage of the load that hung upon
the Dillingworth, Its greastest menace
in point of time,

He waked to gee the heavy chains
drawn taut, to hear the mass of tim
| bers creaking and grumbling as it
stiained upstream, and Know that the
1o was in. The Siwas=h cook waked
the men hy moonlight for hreakfast.
They must be ready to take advantage
of the first motion toward the seca.
|  The casting looge, the slow start,

the moving of the night shores—San-

dry wished Miss Ordway might gee
ft—it might be n bit of local color in
the mysterions hook she was writing
in the little south room. His mind
went over that little ropm. He saw
the stond with the enclent Bible. He
shuddered a bit with the night chill
as he saw again the words, "Oh, Ab-
galom! My son, my son!”
| Those were the last words that the
mind of the Easterner were {o know
for many days. Theo nose of the raft
where he was sianding suddenly rose
' under Wim like a thing of life. The
| night opened, lame shot upward from
| the dark waters, immeasurable sound
' smote his eardrums to gllence, pain

that wns uncndurable stretched and |

tore his limbs. He salled away into
night and the world was not.

When the thing was over John Daily
! picked himeelf up from where he had
' heon hlown clear of the raft and the
! water, landing in a tangle of blueherry
vines, and sereamed a curse at the
serene heavens,

“0Oh, God damn his soul Lo helll” he
eried, half after the manper of a
prayer; “he's blowed her up at jast!™

In the awful silence that fell In the
first moments there set up a great
groaning of the timbers, The wrecked
and opened prow of the raft slewerd

¢.'4'/
“Go Back to Ma Daily, Child"

| hnir dabbling in the water, They

pushed the log with its burden In to
shore and big John Daily, warlling out,
picked up his cmployer as a mother
lifts a ehild, earried him back up the
bank and bent to listen for life in the
still breast. 1t was there, The timber
man tan a great hand, experienced and
| gentle, over the sprawling arma

“Tinated!” e sald bitterly, “logs too!
He's crumpled Hke a broken tule! I
I dont tike ia out of Hampden, |
hope 111 burn in hell!™

He =athered the seattered blankels
from ush and tree branch and Iajl
the Kasterner upon them,  Then this
slmple i of the hit country wont off
by himsell into the shadows to think

What should he do?

Here was “is employer, thia East
erper who was going through the or-
deal by fire to win his right to live
and fight in the wild land, and he was
all but worsted, down and out. His

of which the large West takes no no
tlee—and far on the shores of the
other ocean was that old father of
whom he had told Dally in the qulet
talks at night. 1t would take quick
work to get Sandry to a doctor and
word should be sent Fast at once

' On the other hand, I Sandry shouid
tlive and the contract had been lost his
fight would he over, Those mort-
gages of which he had spoken vaguely
{would be foreclosed and the Dfiling
worth would become a thing of the
past, the Fast Belt go by the board and

| hilla,

“No, by heaven, ne'd want her to go
| through dead or alive, an’ I'll see her
there!™ was Daily's ultimatum as he
rose from the log in the pink flare of
sunrige, and could he have known all
that Sandry would lose with that con-
tract and the Dillingworth his hatred
of Hampiden would have been deeper
still, for Sandry was his friend.

[ He went back to the huddled Indians

life was not worth . copper—that coin |

Tendorly they lifted the owner of
the Dillingwortl and lald bim in the
hollow of the blankets,

His foremnn east one look at him as
the Indians swung away on the back
trall and turned his face to the
jammed raft. He studied the problem
from all sides. Then he took his re
mainlng Indians, for none of them
wore hovand work from their shaking-
up, pot olf the mooring chains and
gnubbed the monster to the shore |
pinee fore and aft. Then he calmly
prepared to wait the turn of the tide
She would loose herself,

‘The damage at the prow was slight.
The lift had come a moment too soon
to hdrt the big raft much. Several of
the binding chains at the extreme
head of ber had been broken, loosen-
jug the ends of the logs which slid
downward and apart, giving her the
appearance of a ragged broom.

spamishta, ke all the coast indl
ans, wia a good waterman, He of:
fered to dive for the broken chains
and Daily let him go, In three hours
he had found all the ends, fastened

* 1o them heuling lines, which the others

ueed to bring them up, the breakage
was repaired, and Dally was ready to
mend the broken nose as well as he
could. He needed to circle the loos-
encd logs with the chains agaln, and
he went about it in n simple manner

There was tio gotting uinder the raft
from the frout becsuse of the jam
against the shore, even i Snamishta
coeld have munaged the tide and en-
dured the time under water., There

spreading nose, attached a long tow:
line to the shore ends and dropped

e into the water, The line was

then ted to the stern. under the moor

Ving chains, around and forward to tbe

prow

With the first Ingidious movement of
the fond tide the grogning and creak- |
fng ot up again throughout the giant, |
and the foreman was on his feet at |
once as she began, aimost impercep- |
tibiv, to back out from the shore. The
endg of the chains were hauled up,
slipped forward and fastened sccurely
ufter the logs had been coaxed to- |
gother as much as was possible with
rope and peavey and cant hook.

“Ny jingo!" said Daily, "but that
wie @ blast, The son-bl-a-gun must
have had a wagonloan o sticks, An’
it was o ‘plant,” all right. Must've had
some batt'ries an’ o trlgger wire. But
he hain't smart enough to figger out
such things. Twa'n't th™ right slant,
or she'd a hit us amidships an' opened
us up proper—an’ we'd a:gone to sea |
In pleces.”

The hours of the flood tide were Irk-
aomte to him, waiting, wondering how
it fared with Sandry swinging be-
tween the Indians, and thinking bit-
terly of Humpden, who was proving
himself a dangerous encmy. !

But he thought also of the steamer |
plowing down from Portland, which |
would stand in at Yaquina, and he
kiiew he would be ready to turn over |
the raft in spite of all. |

“Re a damn hard matter to tow by |
that hoad,” he told himself; “guess
we can drift her out an' turn her tail
on.”

Then he fell to wondering it San- |
dry would ever know of the blg check. |
or It it would travel east with him to |
the old man in the wheeled chair on |
Riveralde drive—mute evidence of the I

I

tenderfoot s first and last fight!
CI'o be continued.)
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|nm1 the eilent figure on s blankets.

“Memmiloo,” he said  decisively,
“make quick a pole sling. You an’
big Bl an® Multoowah an’ Jim Pine |
troe will take Bandry back to camp
Go first to Toledo an’ get Doc Hooker
~have him do what lte can there an’
go along to camp, Tell him to stay
with Sandry day an' night il T get |
back. Hurry now.”

Without a word, the four Indlans
pleked out by name set about llnelrl
appointed task. In less time than a |
white man would take to begin they |

to the right. jammed into the shore,
| and was holding the rest, while the
| strong tide urged it hard upon itsell
Above it Dally lifted his voice and
called hig Indians, and there was an-
guleh in h's heart.
“Koottah! Suamishta! Memmiloo!"
From hera and there volces an

had lald clean saplings along blankets' |
odges warped a short spreader at top
and bottom to hold the poles the width
of a man's shoulders apart, and the
sling was ready.

“Now,” sald Dally grimly, “travel
like hell, boys, but carry him soft, for
he's broke lke the ferns when & plae
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Hg then 1ay down for & necded rest
until the sucking green waler grew |
slower and slower pnd nnally stopped
altogether.

fore it must be done from the other b .
end,
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Leader’s Annual Bargain Period

begins one month earller than heretofore, It begins this year on December 1,
1915, and will Tast until January 31, 1916, During this time oNLY yearly sub-
scriptions to the Daily and Sunday Leader will be received at following rates:

Single Subscription, - - $2.50
In Club of 3 or more, - - $2.00

This affords an opportunity of subscribing for The Leader for yourself and also
of sendin® it co s member of the family who may he away from home, or to a
friend es a Christmas present by which you will be remembered throughout the
year. Send club orders direct to the Leader, Springfield, Mo. Send single
subscriptions direct or 1o your postmaster, as mosl convenient.

The Leader’s Seven Points of Excellence

1. The anly papei in Southern Missouri publisked seven days a week,

2, The only paper in Sprindfield witk leased wire service of the Associated
Press, and in addition the leased wire service of the United Press Association
for the Sunday Leader.

3. The only paper in Springfield recetving telegraphic markel reports.

4. The only paper in Springfiell with featare articles by Ella Wheeler
Wilcox. Darothy Dix, Dr, Parkhurst, Garrett P, Serviss and other noted writers
of the Hearst Syndicate.

5. ‘Lhe best comic section in the world is issued with the Sunday Leader-
*The Katzenjammer Kids.,"' ““Happy Hooligan,"" *‘Their Only Child," and
“Jimmy."
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6.  ‘The largest and most efficient sl of news writers and correspondents b

in Southwest Misscuri. |
7. All the features of a metropolitan newspaper. We chalienge comparison A
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